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desperate ... I hated myself, the village, life, everything. I
didn't want to live. I didn't see any use or any joy in living
in a village with not a single nice person for a neighbour,
with mud and gloom all about us. So I resolved to escape,
to run back to Kiev ... to old friends, to Petya. ... Of
course it was a silly resolution. I didn't know what or whom
I could find in Kiev after those months of revolution. But I
didn't think of that. I felt I had to run away, and Kiev was
the only place I could think of. So once when I went with

father to the  market-place  in the town of S-----, I escaped.

I walked and walked until I came to a railroad station. I
had no ticket, I had no money, I had no food. But I didn't
care. I knew I could get black bread from muzhiks, and as
for railroad fare, well, you know in Russia it is easy to steal
rides on trains. And that was what I did. I hid among the
baggage and rode along. But the conductor discovered me.
An old man he was, with a kind face. I began to cry and
begged him to let me go on. He asked where I wanted to go,
and I told him. Then he sat down and u talked to me in a
fatherly way. He scolded me for running away from
home. He told me how heartbroken mamochka would
be. He made me cry. I realised how foolish I was and
asked him to help me get back home. At the next station
I got off. He procured a return ticket for me, and in less
than two days I was back in the village. Qf course every-
body scolded me. Mamochka, Volodya, father, even Mitya,
who fell on me with his fists and rained blows on me for
being such a bad girl.

*I was happy to be back, indescribably happy. It seemed
to me that I never should want to be separated from my
family again, never. And somehow the old longings and
old associations were fading away. I don't know just
what it was that happened to me. Only I felt I was being
reborn, remade inside. The attempt to run away had
wakened a new being in me.

*I then became acquainted with some of the boys in the
Soviet. They talked to me. They gave me books to read.
They invited me to lectures, mass-meetings, parties. They
offered me a position as teacher in a Soviet school. A
new world was beginning to open to me. New ideas were
filtering into my mini., I saw in life something beyond
myself, my- immediate wishes and pleasures. <J xe#4 and